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Madame Arnoux allowed an exclamation of joy to
escape her lips. Then all his bitterness vanished.
He did not say one word about his love. In order
to inspire her with confidence in him, he even exagger-
ated his reserve; and on his asking whether he might
call again, she replied: "Why, of course! " putting out
her hand, which she withdrew the next moment.
From that time forth, Frederick increased his
visits. He promised extra fares to the cabman who
drove him. But often he grew impatient at the slow
pace of the horse, and, alighting on the ground, he
would make a dash after an omnibus, and climb to
the top of it out of breath. Then with what disdain
he surveyed the faces of those around him, who were
not going to see her!
He could distinguish her house at a distance, with
an enormous honeysuckle covering, on one side, the
planks of the roof. It was a kind of Swiss chalet,
painted red, with a balcony outside. In the garden
there were three old chestnut-trees, and on a rising
ground in the centre might be seen a parasol made
of thatch, held up by the trunk of a tree. Under the
slatework lining the walls, a big vine-tree, badly fas-
tened, hung from one place to another after the fashion
of a rotten cable. The gate-bell, which it was rather
hard to pull, was slow in ringing, and a long time
always elapsed before it was answered. On each oc-
casion he experienced a pang of suspense, a fear bora
of irresolution.
Then his ears would be greeted with the pattering
of the servant-maid's slippers over the gravel, or else
Madame Arnoux herself would make her appearance.
One day he came up behind her just as she was
stooping down in the act of gathering violets.